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smile, turned towards the Marble Arch on her
errand of mercy.    It was only to visit a sick old
lady who had known her mother and perhaps the
Duke of Wellington ;  for Julia shared the love
of her sex for the distressed ; liked to visit death-
beds ;   threw  slippers  at weddings ;   received
confidences by the dozen ; knew more pedigrees
than a scholar knows dates, and was one of the
kindliest, most generous, least continent of women.
Yet five minutes after she had passed the
statue of Achilles she had the rapt look of one
brushing through crowds on a summer's afternoon,
when the trees are rustling, the wheels churning
yellow, and the tumult of the present seems like
an elegy for past youth and past summers, and
there rose in her mind a curious sadness, as if
time and-eternity showed  through  skirts and
waistcoats, and she saw people passing tragically
to destruction.    Yet, Heaven knows, Julia was
no fool.    A sharper woman at a bargain did not
exist.    She was always punctual.    The watch on
her wrist gave her twelve minutes and a half in
which to reach Bruton Street.    Lady Congreve
expected her at five.